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THE ROUND TABLE 637 

IMPRESSIONISTIC VERSE 

Away off yonder a gray-green glimmers, 

Huddled in lumps of violet gloom. 
Somewhere a silvery shiver shimmers; 

There's a big black bowl in an empty room, 
Filled with something fearfully terse, 
Very unlike impressionist verse. 

Off on the right is a wind-swept hammer, 

And the vivid tilt of a moth-eaten flute. 
At the crimson spill of the cobwebby clamor 
All the dew of the darkness is mute. 

I'll pay the rent with the rent in my purse, 
For this is impressionistic verse. 

Splotchy veins of a slithery sabre 

Reaching forth like smoke in a sheet; 
Rich, red agony; all this labor 

Gathering garnets with undular feet; 

While sorrowful onion-strings inwardly curse 
To hear this post-futuristical verse. 

Ah, we rise! with the rich, ripe, mellow 

Echoing slish of a blue balloon; 
Trailing ever the weathersome bellow 
Into the ink of a pitch-black moon. 

To drown in the ink were surely no worse 
Than to hear this simpleton's futurist verse. 
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